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Enter Steward. 

StewMy Lord of Clocefier hath conueycd him hence. 

Some flue or fixe and thirty of his Knights hot queftrits after 
him, met him at gate,who with fome other of the Lords depen- 
dants are gone with him towards ‘Doner , where they boaft to 
haue well armed friends. 

Corn. Get horfes for your miftris. 

Gow.Farwcll fwcet Lord and fitter. 

Exit Contend 'Bajl. 

Corn. Edmund farwell : go feebe the traitor Glocejter, 

Pinion him like a theefe, bring him before vs. 

Though we may not pafle vpon his life 

Without the forme of iuftice.yet our power 

Shall do a curtefie to our wrath,which men may blame 

But not controle ; who’s there, the traitor i 

Enter Gtocejlerjbrought in bj two or three. 

j&g.Tngratefull Fox tis he. 

C«r».Binde faft his corky armes. 

Gfo/?.What meanesyour Graces, good my friends confider. 
You are my guefts,do me no foule play friends. 

Cora. Binde him I fay. 

^cg-.Hard,hard,0 filthy traitor ! 

Glojl. Vnmercifull Lady as you are, I am true. 

Corn. To this chairebinde him, villaine thou ftialt find— — 

Glojl. By the kinde Gods tis moft ignobly done, to plucke me 
by the beard. 

RegSo white,and fuch a Traitor, (my chin, 

G/fltf.Naughty Lady,thefe haires which thou doft rauifti fto 
Will quicken and accufc thee,I am your hoft : 

With robbers hands, my hofpitablc fauours 
You Ihould not ruffell thus, what will you do ? 

Cmr.Come fir,what letters had you late from France ? 

.fog.Be fimple anfwercr,for we know the truth. 

Corn. And what confederacy haue you with the traitorslately 
footed in the kingdome ? 

BfgST o whole hands haue you Tent die lunatickc king,fpeaK ? 

Glojl. 
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Glofi.l Haue a letter gueffingly fet downe, 

Which came from one that’s of a neutrall heart, 

And not from one oppofed. 

0 ».Cunning. 

£f»!where haft thou fent the King ? 

f ^Wherefore to Hotter ? waft thou not charg’d at perm ’ 

Corn. Wherefore to Doner ? let him firft anfwcr that. 

Glojl . I am tide tot’h ftakc.and I muft ftand the courie. 

Rer. Wherefore to Doner fir? 

C 7 /ip/?.Bccaufe I would not fee thy cruell nayles 
plucke out his poore olde eyes, nor thy ficrcefifter 
j n his aurynted flefhrafti borifhphangs. 

The fea with fuch a ftorme of his lou’d head 
In hell blacke night endur’d, would haue laid vp 
And quencht the fteelcd fires,yet poore old heart. 

He holpt the heauens to rage. 

If Wolues had at thy gate heard that dearne time. 

Thou fhouldft haue laid, good Porter turne the key, 

AH ctuels elfe l'ubfcrib’d.but Ifhall fee 

The winged vengeance ouertakc fuch children. 

Corn. Sect fhalc thou ncuer,fellowes hold the chaire, 

Vpon thole eies of thine, lie fet my foote. 

Glojl. He that will thinke to liue till he be old 

Giue me fome hclpe,o cruetl,o ye Gods l 
Jfcg-.One fide will mocke another,tother to, 

(orn. Ifyou fee vengeance- -- 

SeruantMo\& your hand my Lord, , 

1 haue feru’d you cucr fincelwas achildc, \ 

But better feruicehaue I neuer done you, then now to bid you 

Jfcf.Hownowyoudog. . . n , . _ 

Ser , Ifyou did weare a beard vpon your chin,ide (Lake jt on 

this quarrell,what do you meane ? 

Corn.My villaine. Draw am jig- 

Ser. Why then come on,and uke the chance ot anger, 
ftg.Giue me thy fword,a pclant ftand vp thus. ^ 




